MILAN
April

BRIGHT SHINES the morning sun, and as I go to catch
the train to San Remo, Queen of the Italian Riviera, I
make for myself an enchanting picture of the day which
lies before me. On the journey to Genoa (of which the
harbour, as seen in the half-light from the heights above
the city, is listed by Osbert Sitwell as one of the beauty
spots of Europe) I shall pass by Tortona, a little town
on the plains of Piedmont for which I have a great
affection.

It is a dull, uninteresting place, but nineteen years ago
I was serving there as a youthful A.D.C to one of the
kindest men I have ever met, Major-General J. A. Strick.
The sight of the little white house with a red roof on
the hill-top, which was the H.Q. Mess, will make me
breathe a grateful prayer of remembrance to one who
taught me that not all brass-hats were barking bogies.

Then comes Arquata, which was the British base of
that district, where Major Charles Vaughan (always
referred to by the Italians as "Majeur Wagon"), of
Courofield-on-Wyc, was the D.A.Q.M.G.; here also ace
the graves of one hundred British soldiers, One is
informed by Baedeker that after leaving Genoa the
views along die railway to San Rcmo are W/y interrupted
by tunnels. It Is a picturesque thought, and, as usual,
this eminent guide is correct.

Nor has my visit to Milan been profitless during the
few days before Easter, although at times it was tinged
with disappointment. What mote simple, I thought,